CHAPTER 64 


June 17, 2011 


“Well if there’s one bright side to this entire trip, it’s that we got the back of the 
bus.” 


The class had been crowding into the bus to get ready to depart for the camping 
trip. For the most part everyone had been taking seats near the front as they got 
on, probably so they would have to walk a shorter distance with all their shit. Justin, 
however, insisted that they all get to the back of the bus. Not that anyone was 
complaining; the back of the bus was where the party was at. On top of the speed 
bumps, the teacher couldn’t really hear that far back, so they could pretty much 
talk about anything without King Moron giving them shit. 


The team managed to get the seats in the very far back, much to Justin’s pleasure. 
The further back, the better the ride. Justin, Chie, and Yukiko had all taken the right 
seat, while Yu, Yosuke, and Kanji had all taken the left. The school wasn’t all that 
big, so they could fit both the freshman and sophomore classes into the same bus 
no problem. Either that, or they just decided to be cheap. After all, it would have 
been nice if it was two people to a seat instead of three, what with all the crap they 
needed to carry with them, but alas, Justin wasn’t complaining. The more the 
merrier after all. 


“No kidding. I’m surprised no one already took these seats.” Yosuke piped up in 
slight curiosity. He had thought the back seats were the most commonly sought 
after on the bus. Apparently he was wrong. 


“So how exactly does this work anyway? We just pick up trash all day?” Justin 
asked, somewhat curious why you would need to have a group of five people for 
that. 


“Pretty much.” Chie replied, a slight sigh on her breath. She wasn’t looking forward 
to it, that’s for sure. Hell, everyone moaned silently under their breath once they 
realized they’d be bending over to pick up people’s litter for the next eight or so 
hours. Justin sort of felt bad for throwing so many hamburger wrappers out of the 
car window back in California, now. But only because he was picking this shit up 
today. A week from today, he’d probably forget all about feeling bad, and go back 
to dropping his trash wherever he pleased. 


It took a while before the rest of the bus had loaded up and King Moron started 
shouting at everyone about bus etiquette or shit. He had said no talking, but no one 
paid any mind to that. King Moron had apparently come to terms that no one was 
going to follow that rule after only a minute; instead opting to change the rule to no 
talking loudly. Yeah, good luck enforcing that one, buddy. 


The bus departed not long after King Moron’s speech, much to the team’s 
excitement; not necessarily because they were camping, mind you, but there was a 
speed bump just near the exit of the school parking lot. They weren’t really going 
fast enough to get the full effect, though, which was a shame. Still, they did jump up 
Slightly as they went over the bump. Everyone just sort of shrugged with slight 
disappointment that no one had hit their head on the roof of the bus. It was always 
painful, but that’s when you know you got a real good one; not to mention it was 
always good fun to laugh at however had been unlucky enough to puncture the roof 
with their skull. Kanji was the tallest of the group, so he probably would be the one 
to hit his head first; unless his body mass kept him glued to his seat, in which case, 
Yu would probably be the first, being the second tallest in the group and all. Then, 
that would immediately be followed by Yosuke, then Yukiko, then Justin, and finally 
Chie. Figures that Chie would get to laugh at everyone else; cause if they all hit the 
ceiling, no one could brag that they didn’t get a concussion. 


They had only been riding in that bus for a few moments when Justin tapped Chie 
on the shoulder, holding out an ear bud attached to his iPod. Chie didn’t even think 
about bringing her own; nor did anyone else given that no one seemed to have their 
plugs in their ears. Though that could just be because they were all busy chatting 
with each other and not being antisocial. All the same Chie shrugged slightly before 
grabbing the plug and pressing it into her ear. She appreciated the offer, and a little 
music never hurt, right? Besides, Justin’s taste in music couldn’t be that bad, right? 


Justin smiled at Chie slightly as she put the ear bud in her ear. He didn’t have 
anything in particular he was listening to, but he was happy that Chie would listen 
to his music with him. He opened up his free music app on his iPod, because buying 
music is for pussies and the record company apparently. Plus he had already 
bought all these songs and had no intention of throwing album after album onto 
iTunes; so there was that to. 


You know how most people have playlists based on their mood or whatever they’re 
into at the moment? Justin didn’t; he had two playlists, which he appropriately 
labeled ‘Safe for the public,’ and ‘Oh shit, what the fuck are you doing?’ I’m sure 
you can guess which playlist had what kind of songs in it. He tapped the ‘safe for 
the public’ playlist, bringing up a plethora of different songs. He didn’t tap any of 
them, though. He just pressed the shuffle button and let it do its thing. 


While Chie continued to chat with the others while listening to Justin’s iPod, Justin 
just stared out the window, letting his mind wander as the music resonated in his 
ears. Song after song played as his head beat against the window with every turn; 
Muse, The Replacements, The Clash. All good songs, thank god. Sometimes Justin 
had to question the stuff on his iPod, so he was more than satisfied by the song 
selection so far. | mean, how can you hate Alex Chilton? Still, nothing quite excited 
Justin as the next song that started playing. Apparantly the same could be said of 


Chie, who had stopped talking with the others as the song started to buzz in her 
ear. 


“Oh man... | remember this song!” Justin announced to himself, as he flipped the 
iPod’s screen on to be greeted by information he already knew. 


Say it Ain’t So - Weezer 


Everyone passed Justin a strange glance from across the bus at Justin’s 
proclamation that recognized his iPod’s contents. Not that he cared, though. 
Despite this song being on his iPod for god only knows how long, it hadn’t popped 
up in shuffle in so long. Both him and Chie pressed the ear bud in their ear deeper, 
as though expecting that to make the music clearer, or louder, or just better. Justin 
was nodding slightly in time with the music, a wide grin on his face. 


Oh yeah. 
Alright. 


Justin had started to sing along to the music, if by sing you meant speak in time to 
the music with very slight changes in the pitch of his voice. At first he had thought 
people were going to look at him like he was crazy, but it seemed almost as though 
they were surprised; pleasantly so. Hell Chie had even joined in once the first verse 
had kicked in. And holy fucking crap, she could sing. Justin never really thought she 
could, so he was surprised when his ears were met by the sound of angels singing. 


Somebody’s heiney. 

ls crowding my ice box 
Somebody’s cold one 

Is giving me chills 

Guess I'll just close my eyes... 


Justin flashed a grin at Chie, as did she to Justin. The two were having a blast at this 
point, though that may have been for different reasons. Justin was just happy to 
hear her beautiful voice; Chie was probably just having fun making an ass out of 
herself in the back. Not that Justin would agree with the ‘ass’ part. He thought she 
was wonderful. Of course, their very brief moment between each other was 
interrupted when they heard Yu’s voice from the other side of the bus. He 
recognized what they were singing immediately; and hot damn, did he love this 
song. 


Ah yeah. 


Alright. 


Feels good. 
Inside. 


Justin raised a slight eyebrow in confusion. He didn’t think Yu would be joining in 
their escapedes, let alone when he couldn’t hear the music. It was amazing how 
well he was keeping time, though that could be because Justin and Chie hadn’t 
stopped singing themselves. The others were nodding their heads slightly, again, in 
time with music they couldn’t hear. They probably had the song playing in their 
head. Justin just didn’t think EVERY single one of them knew this song, let alone 
liked it. After all everyone had different musical tastes. 


Flip on the tele. 
Wrestle with Jimmy. 
Something is bubbling. 
Behind my back. 

The bottle is ready. 

To blow. 


Suddenly, just as the guitar kicked in, every single person in the back row of the bus 
banged their head in time with the guitar. It was overly dramatic, but oh so 
beautiful at the same time. And every single person jumped into help sing the 
chorus. Even Yukiko, which was strange considering she was always so shy. And 
what do you know, it turns out that Chie and Yu were the only ones who could sing; 
though that could be because Kanji wasn’t really singing, just talking in time to the 
music. 


Say it ain’t so! 

Your drug is a heartbreaker. 
Say it ain’t so! 

My love is a life taker. 


The group laughed hysterically as they waited for the next verse to come around. 
They were getting weird looks from the people in front of them, but fuck those 
people. They should have joined in and got the whole bus doing it, but 
NOOOOoooo00. That would be WEIRD; singing on a bus is what WEIRD people do. 
Fucking idiots. Everyone had been singing along as the next verse, except for Kanji 
who clearly only knew the lyrics to the chorus, and had been stumbling to keep up 
with the rest. He just gave up while he was ahead after a while. 


| can’t confront you. 


/ never could do. 

That which might hurt you. 
So try and be cool. 

When | say. 


Surprising everyone, Justin hit the high-note on the next lyric perfectly. Now, Justin 
never claimed he could sing, but if there was one thing he could do, it was hit high 
notes. Back when Maya and Justin had been messing around with the microphone 
on Rock Band, Justin had managed to hit the higher pitches on ‘Run to the Hills’ 
perfectly. Maya had started laughing hysterically when he did too. Justin just 
shrugged it off though. He always assumed that hitting the high notes just came 
with being British. You wouldn’t notice it unless someone pointed it out, but Justin 
had a VERY slight English accent. You could only hear it when he said certain words 
though, and like | said, you’d have to be expecting it. 


This way 
ls a waterslide away from me that takes you further every day. 
So be cool. 


Everyone pushed aside their surprise at Justin’s high-note hitting antics for a 
moment as they delved back into the chorus, still banging their heads in time to the 
guitar being strummed. 


Say it ain’t so! 

Your drug is a heartbreaker. 
Say it ain’t so! 

My love is a life taker. 


For the next verse, everyone but Yu and Justin seemed to drop out, the combined 
power of their voice dropping significantly as a result. Justin was wondering why 
everyone dropped out at first, but it made a lot more sense later. 


Dear daddy. 

| write you. 

In spite of years of silence. 
You’ve cleaned up. 


Found Jesus. 


Things are good, or so | hear. 
This bottle 

Of Stevens. 

Awakens ancient feelings. 


Everyone jumped back in for the next few lyrics. Normally in the song, it was just 
the lead singer shouting a bit; but here, it was much more intense because they had 
the power of four more voices backing it up. 


Like father. 

Stepfather. 

The son is drowning in the flood. 
Yeah, yeah yeah, yeah yeah 
Say it ain’t so! 

Your drug is a heartbreaker. 
Say it ain’t so! 

My love is a lifetaker. 


And with that, the song faded out, the guitar track on Justin’s iPod playing out the 
band. Of course, no one else in the back could hear that. They did know it was the 
end of the song, though, and had all started laughing hysterically. At that point 
Justin and Chie had ripped their ear buds out of their ears. There was no way they 
were going to top that at all this entire trip; unless Justin started playing Don’t Stop 
Believing, but quite frankly, he was sick and fucking tired of hearing that 
everywhere. Instead they just laughed for what felt like a good minute or two 
straight, occasionally trying to choke up words over their laughter. They were so 
busy laughing they didn’t even notice King Moron yelling at them from the front. 


“Ugh, picking up all that trash was murder on my back...” 


It was finally the end of the day, and everyone could at last sit down and relax their 
legs. Justin, Yosuke, and Yu had all been sitting at one of the picnic tables that had 
been set up for the students, while Chie and Yukiko had been cooking. Justin was a 
little concerned about the quality of the food, but he was flattered that the two were 
going out of their way to cook for all five of them. He wanted to help, for more than 
one reason of course, but he knew how Chie got about him trying to do stuff on her 
behalf. Besides, knowing him, he’d probably set the ingredients on fire just by 


starring at them. He passed the girls a slight smile as they turned around to look at 
the three. Chie just gave him a fake grin and an awkward wave back, which just 
caused Justin’s eyes to widen. Please te// me they didn’t screw up that bad... 


“Il can’t believe that someone threw away an entire bike. Dammit, litterers should 
have to clean up their own garbage.” Yosuke continued, wallowing in self pity. Not 
that Justin didn’t agree to a certain extent. That bike was a pain in the ass to get rid 
of. | mean, you can’t just shove a bike in a garbage bag and call it a day; they had 
to drag the thing to a fucking dumpster to get rid of it, and then King Moron ended 
up giving them hell for leaving their spot. Justin almost socked the guy right there 
and then. His back was killing him from bending over so much too. He had bad 
enough posture as it was without leaning towards the ground constantly. 


“| swear if | find out who threw all that glass into the grass like that, I’m throwing a 
bottle at their skull.” Justin remarked, shaking his hand slightly. He had been 
picking up a can when some glass shards he hadn’t seen cut his finger open. It was 
bleeding pretty bad at the time, but Justin just didn’t give a fuck. It would heal 
eventually, and it was just his finger. He wasn’t going to bleed out or anything. Sure 
enough, it had scabbed over by now, though it still stung a bit, and there were 
definitely some blood stains across his fingers. What he wouldn’t give for a sink 
right now. All three of the guys just shook their heads in annoyance at the task they 
had to perform. On the bright side, no more trash for the rest of the trip, so they 
could at least TRY to have some fun. 


“Ah well.” Yosuke remarked, trying to shove the thought of their labors out of his 
mind. “Anyways, time for dinner! Man, I’m starvin’.” Yu and Justin immediately gave 
each other a look of disgust and a groan. Yosuke hadn't seen the things they had 
seen, so he wasn’t quite as fearful as Yu and Justin were. Though, that could work 
towards their advantage. Yosuke would probably dive in immediately if they kept 
their mouths shut, and then they could see his reaction to see if the food was edible 
or not. Another brilliant plan by yours truly, Justin smirked to himself. 


“Dude, the girls cooked just for us!” Yosuke continued. “Not that | expect much out 
of Chie...” Normally Justin would throw something at Yosuke for that remark, but 
after the horrors he witnessed in that grocery store, he was actually inclined to 
agree. “...but Yukiko’s got the full tradition of the Amagi Inn behind her food.” 


Well that’s true, | suppose. Or at least... | hope. 


“You know it’s gonna be out of this world!” Yosuke practically shouted. Justin kind of 
felt bad that they weren’t going to say anything to him. The guy was expecting five- 
star cuisine here, and was probably going to get something inedible. Still, better 
Yosuke then them. 


“Ill give you mine too.” Yu remarked, a grimace on his face. Yosuke seemed 
surprised, but in a pleasant way. 


“Huh? Why so generous all of a sudden? Its okay, man. Just enjoy!” Yu snapped 
Slightly under the table, his plan of passing off his supper to Yosuke failing. Of all 
the times Yosuke had to be generous, it had to be today. Justin could see Yu 
mouthing the word ‘shit’ under his breath too. Clearly he was disappointed in his 
lack of results. “I can’t wait to dig in!” Yosuke continued on his rant. 


“Uhhh, Sorry for the wait... Um...” 


The two girls had come over with a few plates, placing them in front of the three 
guys. Justin gave a nod of appreciation towards Chie as she put one down in front of 
him; even if he did have no intention of eating this. It’s the thought that counts, 
right? Still, he didn’t like the look that was on Chie’s face, nor the way she had 
stuttered as she announced the food was done. Something wasn’t right, even for 
them. He bit his lip slightly as Chie made her way over to Yukiko’s side on the 
opposite end of the table the boys had been sitting at. Justin made another swift 
sign of the cross under the table. 


“We... put a lot of love into it...” Chie continued, trying to preemptively strike any 
objections the guys had. Well, there sure were a lot of objections on Yu and Justin’s 
end, now that they pretty much knew for a fact this wasn’t edible. Yosuke wasn’t so 
much as fazed by that remark, which was good, because that meant Justin and Yu 
wouldn't have to be the one to break the news to them. 


“Whoa, really? That’s kinda clichéd, but still awesome!” Yosuke grinned widely. 
“God have mercy on his soul.” Yu whispered in an aside to Justin. 


“God have mercy on us all.” Justin replied, careful to make sure Chie and Yukiko 
couldn’t hear their brief exchange. They didn’t, thankfully. 


“Okay then, chow time!” 


Yosuke couldn’t have grabbed that plastic fork and shoved food in his mouth any 
quicker. It was almost painful for Justin and Yu to watch. Especially when he 
practically started to choke on the food. Of course, Justin thought the part where he 
spat the food out was completely unnecessary. Just fucking swallow it man, or at 
the very least put it in a napk- Okay, they didn’t have napkins. Hell, they didn’t even 
have anything to drink. But that’s beside the point, do something that doesn’t make 
you look like an asshole! Yosuke’s forehead pounded against the table in front of 
him; thankfully just short of his plate so as the food didn’t get stuck to his hair or 
forehead. Though, Yu and Justin were sincerely concerned the food had killed 
Yosuke now. 


“H-Hey...?” Chie spoke up with concern. Justin was surprised she wasn’t trying to 
kick Yosuke’s corpse’s ass for spitting up her food like that. Hell, he was even more 
surprised when he seemed to jump back to life at the sound of Chie’s voice, murder 


in his eyes. Apparently he didn’t take kindly to being poisoned. Yosuke slammed his 
hands against the table before pushing himself off the park bench. 


“WHAT THE HELL IS THIS!?” Yosuke shouted at the two, practically in their face. Yu 
and Justin passed each other a look of surprise. Holy shit, he was furious that the 
two had somehow screwed up curry. The guy looked like someone had just hung his 
dog and sent the corpse to him in the mail. Justin’s look of shock soon dropped into 
a Slight glare. Okay, the food was bad. But it couldn’t be THAT bad. There’s no 
reason to be acting like a prick. 


“I mean what kinda-“ Yosuke started to gag again, as though the mere thought of 
the food was distasteful to him. “Curry’s supposed to be like “really spicy” or “kinda 
mild”... This just stinks!” Alright, now Justin was just out right pissed. They didn’t 
have to make shit for you. If you don’t like it, don’t eat it, but don’t you dare insult 
them like that. Justin’s hands were balled up into fists at this point, trying to hold 
himself back from decking Yosuke. Yu just looked as though he were used to this by 
now, leaning his head against his palm, his elbow on the table as he watched 
Yosuke make an ass out of himself. 


“And it’s gritty too!” Yosuke continued on his rant, Chie and Yukio withdrawing 
Slightly, mortified by Yosuke’s outburst. “It’s somehow both gritty and slimy... And 
it’s got squishy parts in it... It’s so fricken’ nasty | can’t even swallow it!” 


“Well it didn’t mix too well... But it does offer a wide variety of textures...” Chie tried 
to rationalize, biting on her bottom lip slightly as Yosuke got more and more in their 
face. 


“It’s nauseating!” Yosuke screamed back at them. Alright, that’s it. 


“Oh for fuck’s sake, I’ve had enough of this!” Justin shouted at Yosuke. The girls just 
passed a look of slight distress over to Justin. Sure they could always just clock 
Yosuke, but he was kind of right. Still, they didn’t like having Yosuke trying to rip 
them a new one just for being bad chefs. “They didn’t have to make you jackshit. 
You don’t like it? Fine, don’t eat it. But don’t be a fucking asshole about it.” 


Yosuke glared at Justin, as though Justin was the bad guy here. “Oh yeah? Well why 
don’t you try it since you’re so confident!” He remarked. Justin was the only person 
here who he could give less of a shit about dying from food poisoning. Justin glared 
at him; he didn’t WANT to eat the food after that display, but it couldn’t be that bad. 
Besides, anything to shut Yosuke up. 


“Oh, | will!” Justin shouted before grabbing his fork and shoving a mouthful of food 
into his mouth. 


“Wait, don’t do it!” Yu shouted, trying to stop Justin from letting his sense of 
chivalry get in the way of his better judgement. It was much too late though. Yu 
flinched in fear as he watched Justin try to chew the food. Try. 


Justin wasn’t entirely sure the best way to describe this... Uh... Well, for one thing, 
for something that was hard as a rock, it sure seemed to jiggle around a lot in his 
mouth. And that was just getting into the texture. Flavor was just... Yeah, Yosuke 
might have been entirely right. Nauseating was the perfect word to describe it. It 
tasted like burnt bread and... Is that strawberry? Oh they did not seriously put 
yogurt into this. He couldn't even tell what meat they had tried to use; mostly 
because he couldn’t taste it. What he could taste though, was blood... 


Wait, hold on one second. Blood? Actually, now that he thought about it, his gums 
were starting to hurt. Was this shit so tough he had managed to cut his gums open? 
Justin blinked a few times before holding his finger up to the two girls. They could 
already tell he didn’t like it, but he didn’t want to be rude. He turned his head off to 
the side to avoid showing off the contents of his mouth as he stuck his finger into 
his mouth. He had expected his gum lines to be scrapped up, though what he found 
instead wasn’t much better. He felt around for a bit before pulling out his wisdom 
tooth, deeply embedded into... Something; he wanted to say a piece of meat, but 
goddamn, it probably was a rock or something. 


Everyone’s eyes widened with concern as Justin held up his tooth to look at it, his 
brow dropped in confusion. The food had been so bad it had actually managed to 
pull his tooth out... Holy fuck... Justin forced himself to swallow the rest of the 
contents in his mouth; though it wasn’t pleasant to say the least, before placing his 
tooth on the table and eyeing the girls from across the table. They looked like they 
were fretting out of their minds seeing Justin pull out an entire tooth thanks to their 
food. Hell, even Yosuke looked like he felt bad for suggesting it in the first place. 
Justin sighed slightly. 


“Okay. It’s bad.” He tried to put it subtly. 
“J-Justin, your tooth-“ 


“Saved me a trip to the dentist.” Justin cut Chie off. He didn’t need people getting 
worried about that too now. They were here to have fun, goddammit, not worry 
about how Chie and Yukiko almost murdered Yosuke and Justin with their cooking. 
Chie and Yukiko passed a quick glance at Yu, who simply pushed the plate away 
from him. After that last show; he wasn’t touching this stuff. The girls understood 
though. It DID knock Justin’s tooth out after all. 


“Sorry...” The two girls apologized. Yosuke just sort of sighed. Before he was pissed 
about the attempt at murdering him; now he was just starting to realize they had no 
food for the night. Justin did too, but he was too busy feeling at the inside of his 
gums where his tooth used to be. Felt strange, though he couldn’t say it hurt as 
much as people made it out to. It was bleeding pretty fucking bad though. 
Whatever, he could just swallow the blood to wash away the taste of Chie and 
Yukiko’s cooking. 


“What’re we gonna do? Our group’s the only one without food.” Yosuke groaned. “1 
mean, if it was even slightly edible, that’d be one thing... But I’m not taking another 
bite of this Mystery Food X.” 


Everyone looked down at the ground in slight disappointment over their lack of 
food. Except Justin, who usually opted to look upwards when he was picking at his 
teeth... Or his lack thereof. On the bright side, having a wisdom tooth removed was 
grounds for a week out of school. He just might take advantage of that. Suddenly 
Chie’s head jumped up, as though hit by divine inspiration. Only it hadn’t been an 
idea, it had been the scent of someone else’s food. 


“Hey, something smells good...!” Everybody’s heads recoiled slightly to match 
Chie’s, their noses to the air as they tried to smell what Chie was smelling. They all 
smelt it all right, and they immediately recognized the source; a chubby girl that 
was eating way more than any human being should humanely be allowed to. Third- 
world countries need food too you know! Yosuke slowly turned towards her, putting 
his best pleading eyes as he could on. 


“H-Hey... Uh, Hanako? You... wouldn’t happen to have any extra curry left, huh?” He 
had at least been composed for a time being, though it seemed he snapped almost 
immediately. The guy should never ever be a negotiator with how quickly he fell to 
his knees to beg. “C’mon, give us some! We’re begging you! We’re starving to 
death over here!” 


“No way. I’m on a diet right now, so this is all that | made. It has to last me.” 
Hanako replied, a slight snort on her breath. Oh god, was the disgusting. 


“I’m pretty sure when you eat something to last you; it’s called ‘Hibernation.’” Justin 
joked in a deadpan voice. 


“Justin!” Chie shouted at him. He understood the joke was rude as all fuck... But 
c’mon, the girl was just ASKING for it. Besides, she didn’t seem to care at all 
anyway. Chie shook her head slightly before turning her attention back to Hanako, 
who had already started shoveling food down her throat again. “All that you 
made...? It’s like a bucketful...” 


Yosuke groaned slightly before turning towards the rest of the group. “I wonder if 
there’s any way we can get something delivered here.” 


“But our cell-phones don’t get service up here...” Yukiko remarked gloomily. Justin 
could not understand WHY they didn’t; after all, they were out in the open. He could 
understand when you were in a building or something, but the wilderness? Uh-uh. 
That ‘s the one place you absolutely SHOULD have reception, in case of an 
emergency. 


“And dinnertime’s almost over...” Chie moaned slightly. Everyone sighed in 
complete synchronization, though their grief was immediately interrupted by the 
sound of King Moron shouting. 


“Alright, back to your tents! Men’s tents are this way, and the girls’ tents are that 
way! Come on, people, look alive! Youngsters like yourselves should hurry up and 
get to bed after they eat!” 


“Since fucking when?” Justin remarked sarcastically as King Moron continued on his 
tangent. Yosuke had started to glare at the two girls however, and they clearly 
knew given the way they were slowly moving their feet backwards. 


“It’s now time for us teachers to have some boo- | mean, err, off to bed! Lights out!” 


Justin’s eyes widened slightly, as though he wasn’t quite sure he had heard what he 
thought he had just heard. King Moron had cut himself off, but he wasn’t fooling 
Justin. There were booze here, and the teachers were drinking them. Of course, 
Justin’s eyes hadn’t widened with shock or surprise, or anything like that. He had 
been struck by an awful, awful idea. While Justin had began plotting the most 
demented plan he had ever thought of in his mind, Yosuke again began to glare at 
the girls, the reality of their food shortage starting to set in. 


“You guys are gonna pay for this.” Yosuke snarled at the two girls. Chie and Yukiko 
just passed each other a look of concern. They believed Yosuke one hundred 
percent; the guy had never gotten so pissed over anything in all his life. Justin 
would give him shit about making such a big deal about this... But the food DID kind 
of do a number on his jaw; so he had no room to argue. Chie chuckled an awkward 
laugh, as though trying to see if Yosuke was joking or not. He wasn’t. 


“_..Night.” Chie declared to the guys, slightly fretting for her life now. The girls could 
not have departed any quicker if they wanted to. The guys all just sort of sighed 
before pushing onwards to their tent. Except maybe Justin, who had taken a second 
to follow the other guys’ lead. He had a devious plan in mind; now it was just a 
matter of deciding when to execute it. 


“Dammit... I’m so hungry...” Yosuke moaned. 


The four guys had been sitting in their tent, Kanji included. Which was strange 
considering he was supposed to be in the freshman tent right now. | mean, sure, 
there was no rule saying he couldn’t be here, but it just struck Justin as a bit odd. 
The guy never even asked if he COULD stay, he just sort of barged in at some point. 
It didn’t matter; Justin just chuckled slightly at Yosuke’s cries of hunger. Justin and 
Yu had been shoving chips down their throat, having prepared for just a turn of 
events as that which had just unfolded. Yosuke had practically begged Justin and Yu 
to share, but they just dismissed his pleas. They were starving too, and besides, 


Yosuke should have come with them to shop if he wanted chips; then he would be 
prepared. 


“And how the hell did you end up here?” Yosuke turned towards Kanji, asking the 
question on everyone’s mind. Kanji shrugged slightly. 


“My teach threatened to hold me back a year if | didn’t show. And the first year’s 
tent is all quiet, like someone died.” Kanji explained, sounding almost annoyed by 
this entire trip. Justin couldn’t say he blamed him; for the most part, this trip had 
turned to shit. Hell, Justin even forgot to bring the trading cards he intended to use 
to play Texas Hold’em inside the tent. This wasn’t fun in the slightest. 


“Well, if you were in there with ‘em, I’m not surprised...” Yosuke snarked. Justin was 
too tired to kick him upside the head right now, so instead he just decided to shove 
more chips in his mouth, hoping maybe this argument would escalate and he would 
get to watch a show. It didn’t happen, though, much to his boredom. Kanji looked 
around the tent a bit, slightly confused as he looked at his surroundings. 


“Is it just you three in this tent?” Kanji questioned. The freshmen tents were 
significantly more crowded, much to his displeasure, so he was somewhat surprised 
to find only the three of them here. As if three was a small amount of people to fit in 
a single tent. 


“The other guys called in sick... Smart move...” Yosuke remarked snidely. Justin 
shook his head in agreement. Hell, he had planned on calling in sick; especially after 
seeing what they may or may not be eating. 


“So it’s okay if | hang here?” Kanji spoke up curiously. Justin didn’t really see much 
reason why he couldn’t or shouldn’t. He gave a slight nod to Kanji, though he 
figured Yu and Yosuke still needed to put in their votes on the matter. Yu looked like 
he was in agreement as well, and since there were only three of them there, that 
meant Yosuke’s vote was irrelevant. 


“Stay as long as you want.” Yu spoke up, a slight grin on his face. 


“Hey, you're a stand-up guy, Senpai.” Kanji remarked with enthusiasm. “Don’t 
worry, | won’t make any trouble for you. They won’t catch me unless we raise a 
ruckus.” 


“Oh come on! Raising a ruckus is ALL we have left.” Justin remarked, slightly 
saddened that the group had no intention of having a party, or pulling a prank. | 
mean, Sure, Justin had other plans in mind, but he would have liked to have known 
he wasn’t going to be the only one doing something stupid in the name of a good- 
time. Yu just shook his head slightly, a grin on his face. Typical Justin. 


“Alright, alright. You can sleep over there.” Yosuke groaned slightly, pointing to a 
spot on the opposite end of the tent. Kanji just nodded his head slightly. He hadn’t 


really been expecting to sleep here, but anything was better than the freshmen 
tent. Of course, that’s what he HAD thought, until he actually saw what Yosuke had 
been pointing at. 


“Dude, there’s a huge rock under there. How’m | supposed to sleep? It’s gonna hurt 
like hell.” Kanji shouted, very visibly annoyed by Yosuke trying to give him a gravel 
bed. Though that did bring up an interesting question; who the hell was in charge of 
setting this tent up? Because it sure as hell hadn’t been any of them. If it had, 
maybe they’d have enough common sense not to have half the tent hanging over a 
hill, and half of it on top of a rock. 


“Pipe down... Didn’t you say you weren’t going to make any noise?” Yosuke barked 
at Kanji, trying to get him to shut his freaking mouth. 


“Actually, all he said was he wasn’t going to start a ruckus. | see no ruckus.” Justin 
smirked. Yosuke just gave him a slight glare. 


“You know what he meant.” Yosuke spat at Justin. 


“Yo Senpai, can’t you go just a little further back?” Kanji questioned, poking his 
back into the rock behind him. There was no way in hell this was going to work out 
for him. Yosuke just shook his head. 


“Nope. There’s a slope just past here. I’d roll down the hill in my sleep.” 


“Unless you take the tent with you, I’m not seeing the problem.” Yu interrupted. 
Yosuke just shook his head and shrugged. He wasn’t sleeping on the slope; end of 
discussion. 


“If you don’t like it here, go back to the first-year tent.” Yosuke added with a slightly 
aggressive tone. Kanji sighed a bit as he looked at the ground. He REALLY didn’t 
want to go back to the first-year tent, so he supposed he would just have to make 
do with sleeping against Mt. Rushmore. Kanji shook his head slightly before turning 
his attention over to Yu. 


“Hey... wasn’t your teacher some guy called King Moron?” 


“That’s him alright.” Justin remarked, fiddling around with his wisdom tooth. The 
others had told him to get rid of the damn thing, or at least not keep playing around 
with it in front of them, but it wasn’t like Justin had anything better to do to keep his 
mind occupied. Except maybe listen to music, but he’d rather keep the battery alive 
for the bus ride home. 


“That guy stopped me outside earlier, and he pissed me off so bad | was about to 
lose it. He was going on and on about when | was in middle school, when he doesn’t 
know shit about any of that...” Kanji aggressively ranted. Justin raised a slight 
eyebrow. He wouldn’t know about anything like that, that’s for damn sure. Sounded 


to Justin like King Moron was already drunk. Perfect. “Not only that, he was 
bullshitting about how I'll be expelled immediately if | cause trouble... That ain’t 
funny man.” 


“Yeah, that guy’s set a speed record for jumping to conclusions.” Yosuke added in 
agreement. Apparently it was King Moron Happy Funtime Bashing Hour. So basically 
no different than usual. 


“Check this out, right? | heard it from a guy in my class. He said that asshole was 
talking shit about the two girls who died.” Kanji whispered informatively. Yosuke 
seemed slightly shocked by that, though Justin and Yu weren't fazed in the 
slightest. That sounded exactly like something King Moron would do. 


“King Moron was talking about Ms. Yamano and Saki-senpai...?” Yosuke spoke up in 
surprise. Kanji nodded slightly before continuing his story. 


“It was like, ‘It’s no surprise that people who are unfaithful or run away from home 
meet a bad end...’ | dunno, maybe he was just exaggerating. Everyone seems to 
hate that son of a bitch Marooka.” Kanji spoke up slightly irate. 


“| really should get around to doing that techno remix sometime...” Justin spoke to 
himself, still fiddling around with his tooth. 


“Damn, | can just picture him saying that...” Yosuke added, a combination of 
irritation and disgust in his voice. “He never shut up about me when | moved here 
last year. Not that | remember anything he said...” 


“But Yosuke! How could you forget that popularity leads to intimacy!?” Justin 
shouted. There was very little he remembered from King Moron, but he sure as hell 
remembered that. And he wasn’t even THERE when he said it. Yu immediately 
started to crack up, remembering very well that particular day in class. Yosuke’s 
eyes just widened, his head nodding slightly. 


“Okay, maybe | remember that.” 
“Even if it is only a little true—“ 


“Which it’s not.” Justin interrupted Kanji. Just the very fact that Maya had run away 
from home and had been fine when they found her a year or two later proved that 
King Moron was full of bullshit. Kanji just shrugged, slightly irritated by Justin’s 
interruption. 


“As | was Saying... Even if it is only a little true, it still pisses me off... The dickhead’s 
a damn teacher, for god’s sake.” Kanji groaned. He was completely pissed off at the 
walking pile of shit that was King Moron. 


“Ahh, don’t waste your energy getting pissed at that clown.” Yosuke spoke up, a 
Slight crunch from his mo- Wait a second. Justin and Yu passed each other a funny 


look. They never gave Yosuke chips, and as far as they recalled, these were the only 
bags they had bought. What the fuck was Yosuke eating? Kanji raised an eyebrow 
slightly, wondering where the hell Yosuke had gotten food. 


“Wait a sec, what are you eating!?” Kanji questioned loudly. Yosuke raised his 
eyebrow slightly, perhaps completely oblivious to what he was doing, perhaps 
completely aware and realizing how screwed he was right about now. He swallowed 
the remains of the food in his mouth before speaking up. 


“Animal crackers?” 


“What the--!? Those are mine!” Kanji shouted, his face red with fury. Who the hell 
said Yosuke could eat HIS fucking food? Not him, that was for damn sure! “Dammit! 
| was so pumped about finding the penguin today...” 


“Penguin?” Yosuke questioned, crumbs spilling out of the corners of his mouth. 
Justin gagged slightly. God man, chew your fucking food. 


“The secret animal cracker! You were eating them and you didn’t know that!?” Kanji 
was losing his shit at this point. Justin was laughing quietly to himself, his hand 
covering the sounds of air escaping from his chest as he watched Kanji go batshit 
insane over an animal cracker. Unless it was a regional thing, Justin was almost 
entirely positive there was no ‘secret’ animal cracker, let alone a penguin. And he 
should know, he ate a LOT of animal crackers in middle school. 


“A-Are you serious? Well, you shoulda said something!” Yosuke tried to defend 
himself, slightly offput by Kanji’s obsession with animal crackers. Justin shook his 
head a bit. Yeah, he did say something actually. He said ‘Wait a sec, what are you 
eating’ and pretty much told you to stop eating his fucking food. 


“Oh well...” Kanji sighed, a look of slight disappointment in his eyes. The penguin 
could be lost forever now... 


“Ughh... This isn’t gonna fill me up...” Yosuke moaned before putting the crackers 
back in Kanji’s bag. Yeah, neither were chips, Yosuke, but we ate them. Besides, if 
you're gonna screw Kanji out of his penguin, at least have the decency to eat the 
whole fucking box. “Let’s just go to sleep.” He sighed before turning his body 
around to lay on his sleeping bag. 


Justin shot him a slight glare, since his foot was now under Yosuke’s head. It took a 
bit of pulling, and Yosuke seemed more pissed than embarrassed as he finally 
removed his foot from the lock Yosuke had put on it. He shook his head in disgust at 
Yosuke before turning around himself, Kanji and Yu following Yosuke and Justin’s 
lead. Of course, Justin had no intention of going to sleep, but if the others were, it 
would mean less objections when he needed to leave the tent for his plan. The 
group was lying there for a while, just staring up at the top of the tent before 
Yosuke broke the silence, calling out to Kanji’s end of the tent. 


“Hey Kanji? Don’t you have more space on your side?” 


“Man, | can’t sleep over there, or my back’s gonna break...” Kanji argued, doing 
everything in his power not to have to sleep against that rock. 


“Oh... Okay...” Yosuke bit at his bottom lip a bit. Something about his voice sounded 
as though he was concerned about something, though Justin couldn’t tell what. 
“Uh... Hey... “ 


“Yeah?” Kanji replied, curious what the hell Yosuke wanted. They were supposed to 
be going to bed, not talking. 


“,.Why’d you come to this tent?” 
“Huh? | already told you. Geez... ‘s wrong with you?” 


“This is aS good a time as any, so... I-| want you to be straight with us- UH, | MEAN 
HONEST.” Yosuke stuttered trying to correct himself. Justin sat up immediately, 
shooting a glare at the back of Yosuke’s head. He knew exactly what Yosuke was 
trying to get at, and he could honestly say, he didn’t much care for it. Yu didn’t 
seem to disagree too much with Yosuke though, seeming as though he’d like an 
answer just as much as him, much to Justin’s displeasure. /esus Christ, you two. 
What does it even MATTER? 


“Uh... okay?” Kanji spoke up in confusion. 

“A-Are you really... you know...?” 

“Am | really what...?” 

“What | mean is, uh... Are we gonna be safe alone with you?” 


Kanji immediately jumped out of his seat in shock and anger, and understandably 
so. Justin had actually smacked Yosuke upside the back of his head. Asking if he 
was gay was one thing, and even then Yosuke knew it was a touchy subject that he 
shouldn’t have been asking about. Outright asking if you have a chance of being 
molested in your sleep just because of his sexuality? What the hell had to be the 
matter with you? Yu jumped up into his sitting position as everyone started to get 
riled up, sighing slightly as he realized this was all going to go to hell. 


“The fuck is wrong with you!” Justin shouted at Yosuke. “I don’t know if you know 
this, but being gay does not make you a rapist!” Yosuke rubbed at the back of his 
head, shooting Justin a glare in response. These were important questions to ask! 


“Wh-Wh-What the hell’s that supposed to mean!?” Kanji’s entire body had been 
shaking, though whether that was anger doing it or fear was another question 
entirely. “I-l already told you guys I’m not like that!” 


“W-Well then why are you all hot and bothered about it!? That’s just more 
suspicious!” Yosuke countered, slightly off-put by Kanji’s reaction. 


“Oh, | don’t know, maybe because you just accused him of trying to RAPE you!” 
Justin shouted as everyone stood up in the tent, glares being exchanged back and 
forth between Yosuke, Kanji, and Justin. 


“Hell no!” Kanji shouted at Yosuke. “We settled this already, dammit! Right now, 
I’m... Well... How do | put it...?” 


“Oh god, don’t trail off like that! You’re freaking me out!” Yosuke panicked. Justin 
was just shaking his head in disgust at this point. What the fuck did it even matter if 
Kanji WAS gay; you’re not going to get molested just because the guy is into dudes. 
That’s like saying every straight guy likes to go out and rape girls. Yeah, sure, some 
of them do; but the majority does not. Kanji was NOT the minority. 


“I’m trying to tell you | have no problem being around girls now!” Kanji tried to 
explain, his teeth still gritted together. He could not believe the accusations being 
hurled his way. 


“Can you prove it!?” Yosuke countered. Justin wanted to strangle Yosuke at this 
point. He had been acting like a prick all day; but this was just crossing the line, 


“P-Prove it...?” 


“’Cause if you can’t, we’re going to be stuck here all night, half scared to death.” 
Justin grunted in disgust at Yosuke before turning to Kanji. 


“You know what Kanji, you might be better off sleeping in the freshmen tent. Then 
you won't have to deal with Yosuke’s ramped homophobia.” Justin glared at Yosuke, 
and vice-versa. Kanji just seemed more offended by Justin’s remark. It wasn’t like 
Justin didn’t want Kanji here, but if Yosuke was going to keep acting like a prick 
about it, maybe that was the best solution. Kanji took it the wrong way. 


“Tch... To hell with this! If that’s what you really think of me, then I’m gonna hit the 
girls’ tent right now! At least they have more balls then you!” Kanji shouted in 
Yosuke’s direction, a determined expression on his face. Justin’s eyebrows shot up 
immediately. Holy shit, he really thought he had something he needed to prove to 
Yosuke. YOSUKE. 


“For some girls, that is true.” Yu remarked in a deadpan voice; still relatively 
uninterested in the argument at hand. He just wished everyone would shut up and 
go to sleep. 


“Huh? Wait, well that’s a little extreme! You don’t have to go that far!” Yosuke 
shouted, trying to cool Kanji down. “They'll expel you if they find you! Don’t tell me 
you forgot! King Moron’s got his eye on you!” 


“Yeah... like that’d stop a man like me!” Kanji declared with self-confidence. Justin 
hated to be supporting such a shitty plan, nor one that was supposed to reassure 
Yosuke’s doubts, but goddamned, he loved how Kanji was getting this sense of self- 
empowerment out of it. If it made him feel better, then he should go nuts. 


So long as he didn’t hit Chie’s tent; in which case, he was a dead man. 


“Dude’s seriously going for it... Hey man, you gotta stop him!” Yosuke pleaded to 
Yu, panicking slightly as it looked more and more like Kanji was going to go through 
with his plan. Yu passed a glance between each of the three others before looking 
back at Kanji and shrugging slightly. 


“Charge!” He added in jest. Yosuke slapped his face with the palm of his hand, 
completely disbelieving of what he was hearing. Justin just crossed his arms and 
smirked. Go man! Show Yosuke whose boss! 


“To hell with King Moron! No one’s stopping Kanji Tatsumi, dammit!” 


And with that, Kanji practically tore through the opening of the tent, running off in 
the direction of the girls’ tents. Justin had never been more proud of Kanji in all his 
life, and yet... never so disappointed. He was all for Kanji invading the girls’ tents; 
not so much him trying to prove something to a homophobe. Yosuke groaned as he 
dropped down onto his sleeping bag. He swore if Kanji got expelled, he was going to 
give Yu so much shit for this. As for Yu, well, he just sort of sat back down, 
completely oblivious to what he just started. 


“What a putz. | declare myself not responsible for anything that happens.” Yosuke 
announced to everyone in the tent. Justin groaned slightly. Yeah, except it’s entirely 
your fault he’s freaking out in the first place. Justin stared at the two for a moment, 
still standing, before making his way towards the front of the tent. 


“Dude, not you too!” Yosuke shouted as he noticed Justin making his way to the 
exit. 


“Calm down, | just need to take a piss.” That’s not what he was doing at all, but 
whatever. Anything to get Yosuke to shut up for a moment Yosuke just sighed; he 
was not being held responsible if anything happened to these two while they were 
out. He waved Justin off with the back side of his hand, not really giving a shit 
anymore. Not that Justin needed Yosuke’s approval of course. If he actually DID 
need to piss, he was going to piss. Even if that meant all over Yosuke’s goddamned 
sleeping bag. 


Justin sat in the bushes for a short moment, scanning the teacher’s camping site for 
any signs of teacher’s still up and about. It seemed all the teachers were asleep in 
their tents, or at the very least lying down. Still, if they were lying down, he’d have 


more than enough time to do what he needed to and dash towards the bushes. The 
only real problem was King Moron faltering about the campsite, tripping over his 
own feet in a drunken stoop. It was at least a few minutes before King Moron 
eventually moved on, though, surprisingly not to his bed. The guy looked drunk 
enough to sleep for weeks, so he was surprised he hadn’t opted to just go to sleep. 
Whatever, that wasn’t what Justin was here to analyze. 


Justin looked around the campsite again, checking one last time for any stragglers 
up and about, before bringing his eyes to the booze sitting on a park table nearby. 
Of course the teachers would set their tent up next to a table; they seemed to be 
the only ones who got to relax this entire goddamn trip. But that’s okay, Justin was 
going to fix that soon enough. He looked towards the tent, then back to the target 
before making a silent, but quick, dash over to the bottles, grabbing one before 
rolling over into a nearby bush. His heart was pounding as he put his ear to the sky, 
listening to any tell-tale signs of teachers stirring in their sleep. Nothing. He was in 
the clear. 


He sighed in relief as he clutched the bottle to his chest. He couldn’t just hang 
around here while he had alcohol in his possession; but he still needed to be able to 
dispose of this in a way that the teacher’s wouldn’t get suspicious. The best way he 
saw to dispose of the evidence was to just throw it in the trash that the teacher’s 
had been throwing THEIR booze into. After all, no one was going to be shifting 
through the trash to test for saliva or finger-prints. Justin looked at the bottle again, 
then over at the tent. This entire plan was suicidal; but he was going to find 
enjoyment in this trip SOMEHOW or another. 


He sighed slightly before popping the cap off the bottle. We/p, bottom’s up. He 
smirked slightly before shoving the glass into his mouth, beer flowing down his 
throat. He had to stop almost immediately at first. Holy crap, this tasted awful... 
How do adults drink this stuff? Still... There had to be something to it besides taste, 
right? And so he forced himself to down the rest, stopping in between chugging 
sessions to gag slightly. By the time he was done, his head was ringing slightly; he 
had a buzz alright. He could not seriously believe he had drunk booze right next to 
the teacher’s campsite. He must have been out of his damned mind. But alas, the 
show must go on. He’d be lying if he didn’t find this... ‘buzz’ sensation to be 
strange, yet sort of funny in its own way. Justin chuckled slightly to himself before 
slowly creeping through the bushes and dropping the glass bottle in a nearby can, 
the glass clinging against other beer cans that had been deposited. 


He had the strangest urge to piss on one of the teacher’s tents right about now, for 
some odd reason; but figured it would be best NOT to do that after having chugged 
an entire bottle of booze down. Plus... He was having a little trouble keeping his 
balance, let alone aim... Something told him he wasn’t someone who could hold 
their drinks very well. At least he wasn’t vomiting! 


“Hey g—“ 


Justin was immediately cut off by a foot being planted in his face as he made his 
way back to the tent. He already knew who it belonged to, too. After all, who the 
hell else did he know that liked to kick people? He was just a little sick of getting 
assaulted every time he walked through a door. | mean, what the hell did he do that 
he deserved that? What, did he PISS too long or something? Actually... Forget what 
Justin could have done. What the fuck was Chie doing here? 


“Oh crap! Sorry...” Chie bit her lip as she noticed it had been Justin she had kicked. 
She assumed it was King Moron or Kanji, not Justin. Justin pressed his head into his 
palms, trying to numb the pain and mask his moans of pain. 


“Why...... ” Justin groaned under his breath, taking a few steps forward before 
plopping his ass down in the tent. By the time he removed his hands from his now 
bruised face, Chie had been looking down at him a look of concern and shock on her 
face. Looking around, Yukiko was here too, sitting just in front of him. He scotched 
his ass over slightly to give her more room, and just generally make this look less 
awkward. 


“Sorry, | thought you were someone else...” Chie tried to explain. 


“It’s fine.” Justin groaned a bit, before gesturing Chie to sit down like the rest of 
them had. For whatever reason they WERE there. | mean, didn’t King Moron say 
that if the girls were found in the guys’ tents or vice versa it would be grounds for 
expulsion? Seems like a stupid risk to make for WHATEVER it was they were doing. 
Well, it’s not like he had to wait long to get an answer, as it seemed Yu and Yosuke 
were just as confused; which meant Chie and Yukiko had probably barged in here 
not too long ago. 


“So, why’re you two here?” Yosuke spoke up, confused as to why the girls wanted 
into their humble abode. Chie and Yukiko passed off a slight glance of concern 
before turning back to Yosuke. Either something bad happened, or they DID 
something bad. 


“Well, it’s Kanji-kun...” Yukiko stuttered slightly, not sure whether she should really 
get into details. Oh god, he really did go through with it. Justin approved, though he 
wasn’t sure he approved so much of him trying to hit his girlfriend’s tent. Actually, 
he didn’t approve at all. If Kanji brought it up at any point in the future, Justin would 
probably kick his fucking ass. Yukiko and Chie passed each other a slightly 
embarrassed look before turning back to the guys. “He’s out cold...” 


“l-| don’t know what happened! H-He just came in, and then... he fainted all of a 
sudden.” Justin raised his eyebrow. He wasn’t buying this bullshit for even a second. 
Chie was a horrible liar; she always had to pause to think about her lie before she’d 


actually say it, and she always had a certain tone of voice when she was making 
something up. She wasn’t fooling him for a second. Besides, why the hell would 
Kanji just pass out as he went into the girl’s tent? No, he thought the most likely 
explanation was that Chie kicked the crap out of him. No fainting involved. “That’s 
all. Right, Yukiko?” 


“Huh? Y-Yeah.” Yukiko stuttered, trying to confirm Chie’s bluff. Justin shook his 
head. He wasn’t going to say anything, but these two were just the worst liars. 
Though, he did have to wonder... If they did end up knocking Kanji out somehow, 
which they probably did, where the hell was he now? Don’t tell me they just left him 
there in the girls’ tent. The repercussions would be unspeakable if King Moron saw 
him. 


“So there was no way we could sleep with him lying there, and you know... If we 
woke him up, he might have made a fuss. That’s why we left him there.” Chie 
continued. Alright... So they were here because they couldn’t sleep with Kanji’s 
unconscious body there... Justin didn’t get a very good feeling about what they had 
intended to do here. Unless they were recruiting the guys to help them drag Kanji 
back, they probably intended to stay. Not that Justin was particularly objecting, 
especially not to Chie, but he did have to wonder if that was a smart move. 


“What? That makes no sense. He busted into your tent, then suddenly fainted?” 
Yosuke spoke up, pointing out the obvious flaws in the girls’ logic. He didn’t know 
WHAT, but he certainly knew something was up. Yosuke looked like he was going to 
continue drilling, when suddenly everyone was interrupted by the sound of King 
Moron screaming outside their tent in a drunken stupor. 


“Listen up! Being insolent and being indecent are very different things!” Justin’s 
eyes widened slightly. He had assumed that King Moron would be back at the 
teacher’s camp by now. What if he opened the tent and saw the girls in there? And 
even if the girls did manage to hide, would he be able to smell the alcohol on 
Justin’s breath? Wait, what was he saying, of course not! He wouldn’t be able to 
differentiate the smell of his own breath from Justin’s. He was in the clear as far as 
that went. Still, they needed to figure out what to do with the girls. 


“It’s him! He’s right outside!” Yosuke whispered loudly. “Quick, everyone hide!” 
Yosuke ordered at the rest of the group. 


“Where?!” Chie whispered in panic. Justin bit his lip slightly. He had a good idea 
where they could hide... But this was going to get really awkward for all but one 
person... 


“The sleeping bags.” Justin whispered before diving for his sleeping bag in the 
center of the tent, Yu and Yosuke following in suit. The girls immediately got the 
implications behind the hiding spot, though they didn’t have much room for 
objection. Chie and Yukiko looked at each other hesitatingly; as though they weren’t 


sure they wanted to do this. They sighed slightly, holding their breath before 
making their way over to the sleeping bags the guys had been hiding in; Chie to 
Justin’s, and Yukiko to Yu’s. Yosuke got lucky in that he wouldn’t have to deal with 
this awkward shit. 


Justin had been closing his eyes shut, pretending to sleep, when he felt all of Chie’s 
body mass on top of him. There was absolutely no room in the sleeping bag, so she 
had to pretty much lie on top of him, her stomach against his, their faces inches 
apart from each other. On one hand, it was an interesting sensation having Chie lay 
in the same sleeping bag as him, her body intertwining with his. It was almost 
pleasant in a way, having her next to him, her body heat mixing with his. He 
couldn’t really explain it, but he was oddly... happy to have her there; even if she 
was completely embarrassed by the conditions they had found themselves joined 
like this. 


On the other hand, however; it was awkward. It wasn’t like they had voluntarily 
gotten into the same sleeping bag; they had done it as a last minute solution to a 
problem they had. There was more than a little bit of tension between the two, the 
both of their faces slightly red with embarrassment as their limbs tangled up with 
each other. There was also the immediate problem of Justin being intoxicated. He 
had never had liquor in all his life, so this was a bit of a learning experience for him 
in that he learned he could not handle booze very well. He was drunk after a single 
drink; that was for sure. And being drunk, he had a little less control over his... 
lower faculties, so to speak. No, he didn’t piss himself, though that might have been 
a bit easier to explain. 


Justin’s eyes widened slightly as he felt his crotch harden a bit, his jaw open in 
disbelief. Of all the times for his Johnson to stand at attention, it had to be when his 
girlfriend was pressed up against him like this. He tried everything to force it down 
too, though to not much avail. He just prayed to god she couldn’t feel it. It took a 
few seconds after it had gone erect, but she felt it alright, as it poked up into her 
stomach. Her face turned immediately red, her eyes wide with disgust and shock, 
her jaw open with disbelief as she looked down at Justin. She could not believe that 
he was getting turned on by th- Okay, maybe she could, but she didn’t think Justin 
would be so disgusting as to let it happen while they were forced to huddle up like 
this. Justin forced his eyes closed, too embarrassed to look Chie in the face as he 
mouthed off the words ‘I am SO sorry,’ to her. 


“Hey, are you three in there? Answer me!” 


Justin was actually a bit pleased when he heard the sound of King Moron’s voice 
again, this time VERY close to them. It had meant that Chie would be distracted 
from Justin’s... manhood as she feared for what would happen if King Moron caught 
them. Despite the awkwardness Justin’s drunken shenanigans had brought to this 
situation, Justin could still feel Chie’s fingers digging into his arms, as she gripped 


onto him tightly in fear. Justin opened his eyes a bit, to see what was going on. Her 
face had been right up into his, so he could see her eyelids forced close, quivering 
Slightly in fear, her teeth gripped together tightly, her bottom lip shaking. Justin was 
almost horrified to see her like this. He wrapped his arm around her back side, 
giving her a half hug as he tried to calm her down. Her entire body had been 
shaking actually; she was deathly afraid of what was going to happen. And Justin 
didn’t blame her. Still, it seemed she calmed down a bit by his embrace. 


“W-We’'re here.” Yu piped up nervously from his sleeping bag. 
“Huh...? Ahhh, so you’re in there... Are Hanamura and Tylor asleep?” 


“Yessir! Fast asleep, sir!” Yosuke and Justin spoke up in complete, panicked unison. 
It was supposed to be sarcastic, but their panicked tones made it almost seem as 
though they were telling a terrible lie. Mostly because they were. 


“No! Clearly you’re not! Shut up and go to sleep!” King Moron shouted, his 
silhouette’s arm raised as though he were scolding the tent. He yawned slightly 
after a while, clutching at his back before slowly leaving the tent, mumbling to 
himself. “Ugh, | think | had one too many. I'm so sleepy...” Yeah, you and me both... 
Justin thought to himself. 


It was a while after King Moron’s figure disappeared that everyone let out a gasp of 
relief, piling out of their sleeping bags. You would have thought Chie would have 
jumped out of Justin’s bag as quickly as possible... But instead she only had ona 
slightly sour face. It took a moment for Justin to catch on as to why: When he had 
huffed out some air in relief, Chie had gotten a good whiff of his breath; booze and 
all. Justin’s eyes widened in slight fear. Oh crap, please don’t let her recognize the 
smell... 


“There goes a couple of years off my lifespan.” Yosuke sighed in relief. Oh, man, 
Yosuke thought HE shaved off a few years of his life; Justin probably shaved off a 
decade or two. Not only had King Moron almost caught the girls, and Justin with 
alcohol on his breath, but he had managed to get an erection while his girlfriend 
lied on top of him, AND she could smell the booze on his breath. He wasn’t even 
doubting it now; the look on her face showed that she could clearly smell it. 


“Uh... Justin...” Chie remarked, a mixture of panic and anger on her face. “Why does 
your breath smell like liquor?” Justin bit his bottom lip, his eyes bugging out slightly, 
as he looked around the room. Everyone seemed shocked by Chie’s discovery, but 
he might still be able to try and hide his little stunt at the teacher’s camp. 


“| have no idea what you’re talking about.” Justin remarked, a fake grin on his face. 
Chie’s jaw dropped slightly; she could tell Justin was lying. He had ingested alcohol 
at some point, and he knew it. Yu wasn’t buying it either, once he got a good whiff 
of Justin’s breath himself. His uncle had a tiny bit of a problem with alcohol, so he 


was more than accustomed to the smell by now. And he could recognize it a mile 
away. 


“That’s booze alright.” Yu added with a grimace, sniffing at the air slightly. 
Everyone immediately shot ustin a glare as he withdrew slightly into his sleeping 
bag. Forget them getting caught in the wrong tent; Justin had just done something 
HIGHLY illegal. 


“You WEREN'T taking a piss, were you!?” Yosuke remarked, starting to put two and 
two together. Like seriously, it took Justin a good fifteen or so minutes to do his 
business, so unless he had to take a dump too, that should have been obvious. 
Justin chuckled slightly, trying to see if everyone was joking or if everyone had 
actually figured him out. It was the latter, much to his dismay. He sighed eventually, 
letting loose another good whiff of the odor of alcohol. 


“It was only one!” Justin tried to explain, though just the very act of admitting it had 
pissed off everyone in the tent. How the hell could Justin be so reckless! 


“Oh sweet, Jesus, | can’t believe this...” Yosuke groaned to himself. 
“Hey, at least I’m not drunk!” 


“You’re slurring your s’s.” Yu added nonchalantly. Justin raised an eyebrow. He... 
was? He sure as hell didn’t notice; though it seemed everyone else was in 
agreement, nodding their heads in disapproval. Justin glanced around the room, a 
look of shame on his face. He was hoping getting intoxicated would make the trip a 
little more exciting, but instead all it did was earn everyone’s scorn. Justin shook his 
head in disgust, not at the others, but at himself. For a guy who constantly judged 
people for using drugs, he seemed to be no better. He was ashamed to say the 
least. He sighed before hanging his head in shame, unable to really look anyone in 
the eye. Everyone just shook their heads at him before sighing and turning their 
attention back to each other. Justin’s drunkenness was only one of their problems 
now. 


“Anyways, we can't leave now. We'll sneak out before the others wake up 
tomorrow. Is that good enough for you!?” Chie spoke up, knowing full well that they 
couldn’t leave the tent with King Moron still about. Strangely enough, for a guy who 
had been so for the girls sleeping in the same tent earlier, Yosuke didn’t seem like 
he liked that idea so much. Justin would have been for it if he hadn’t earned 
everyone’s scorn but a minute ago. He could only imagine how awkward it must be 
to sleep with everyone glaring at hi- Wait, what was he talking about? He was 
drunk; he’d be out cold soon enough. 


“What're you so pissed off for...?” Yosuke remarked, slightly irritated. 


“You better not try any funny stuff while we're asleep, is that clear?” Chie barked at 
Yosuke as she and Chie made their way over to the left side of the tent, separating 


themselves for the guy. Justin didn’t so much as budge, but he did realize they only 
had three sleeping bags, which meant the two girls would be sharing one, and two 
of the guys would be sharing one. Justin chuckled slightly to himself. He had the 
middle bag, and it would make no sense for two guys to cram into the one so close 
to the girls, which meant... Justin got his own bag. Fuck yes. 


“H-Hey, we didn't say you could- Dammit, you owe us for this!” Yosuke added, with 
irritation as he made his way over to the guys side of the tent, giving up his bag for 
the girls to use. He realized how this was going to end up going down; he was just 
pissed that Justin got the middle bunk. Not only did he get to sleep in his own bag, 
but he got to sleep right next to the girls. Lucky son of a bitch. 


It took a moment, but Yu and Yosuke eventually were able to cram into the same 
bag, Chie and Yukiko into Yosuke’s, and Justin dead in the middle. The tent was 
barely able to fit three people in it, let alone five, so they were pretty much all 
shoulder to shoulder. On one hand, that meant he was shoulder to shoulder with 
Chie; cool, cool... On the other hand, he was shoulder to shoulder with Yosuke. Eew. 
Also he was drunk. Very, very, drunk. Justin starred up to the top of the roof fora 
while, before the alcohol started to take full effect, Knocking him out cold. And he 
slept the best he had slept in a good while, despite the awkward sleeping 
conditions. Who needed sleeping pills? 


